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In the likeness of woman; and the other shaped

loathly                                                    1351

All after man's image trod the tracks of the exile.
Save that more was he shapen than any man other;
And in days gone away now they named him

Grendel,

The dwellers in fold; they wot not if a father
Unto him was born ever in the days of erewhile
Of dark ghosts.    They dwell in a dim hidden

land,
The wolf-bents they bide in, on the nesses the

windy,
The perilous fen-paths where the stream of the

fell-side
Midst the mists of the nesses wends netherward

ever,                                                        i860

The flood under earth. Naught far away hence,
But a mile-mark forsooth, there standeth the

mere,

And over it ever hang groves all berimed,
The wood fast by the roots over-helmeth the

water.

But each night may one a dread wonder there see,
A fire in the flood.    But none liveth so wise
Of the bairns of mankind, that the bottoifi may

know.
Although the heath-stepper beswinked by hounds,